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has been absorbed in the forms that he is de-
picting, if the musician has lost himself among
the airy harmonies, the sweet progressions, these
things must have drawn them away from life, and
secluded them in a paradise of emotion; but with
me it has been different; for it is life itself that has
palpitated in my pages, my very heart's blood has
been driven by eager pulsations through sentence
and phrase ; and the book is thus a part of myself
in a way in which no picture and no melody can
beT I have something, I think, of the joy of the
mother over her child, the child that has lain
beneath her bosom and been nourished from her
heart; and now thai my book is to leave me,
it is a part of myself that goes into the world
of men.

And now I shall pass vague and dreary days,
tintil the seed of life again quickens within me, and
till 1 know again that I have conceived another
creature of the mind. Dreary days, because the
mind, relieved of its sweet toil, flaps loose and
slack like a drooping sail. I am weary, too, not
with a pleasant physical weariness, but with the
wgiriuess of one who has spent a part of life too
swiftly. For the joy of such work us mine is so
great that there seems nothing like it in the world;
and the hours are vain and listless that are not
so comforted Now I shall make a dozen begin-
nings, not foreseeing the end, and I shall abandon
them in despair. The beauties of the earth, the
golden sunlight, the crimson close of clay, the
leaping streams, the dewy grass will call in vain.